country, were to be. I heard of the serene and wise and conscious motherhood, the strong and sane and effective women in pro* fessions, the fine and cultured wives that it was our destiny to become. We were the new womanhood that the great universities were sending out into America.
My college friends were already preparing for that effective fortunate life of the cultured woman. We were planning for Commencement Day.
Others with me had made the pilgrimage from the narrow ghetto streets into the broad avenue of American culture. There were those who had ideals, who looked to a vision in the future beyond the drab daily life. They with me were facing the problem: "What shall I do now that I have become part of America ? " I knew well what those
